due at any moment.   I will introduce you to Dr.
Abdur Rahman, my understudy and an awfully decent

man/'

A servant went off to fetch this member of the Dip-
lomatic Service. In a short time a tall Indian arrived,
clean-shaven and wearing gold spectacles on his brown
face. From his fez I saw that he must be a Moslem.
We shook hands, whereupon the doctor in a courteous,
gentlemanly way asked what he could do for me.

"Your matter may take a few days to arrange,1' he
spoke, "and until then I hope you will do me the favour
of staying at my house, which is some distance from
the Consular Building."

Very gladly I accepted, and took a friendly leave of
the Englishman who immediately turned again to the
filling of his trunks.

Dr. Abdur Rahman (pronounced Abdur Raaman)
lived in good style, in a tall building whose fiat roof
was, as a privilege, given to me for sleeping. Offices
and living rooms were designed in the Indian style,
extremely large, thick-walled and fitted with punkahs
and shutters. Each passage and landing held several
Arab servants and I had to be careful not to make
mistakes and get into the harem,

At meals the Vice-Consul, a former surgeon in a
Lucknow hospital, asked me many questions, and told
some interesting facts about Jeddah, He related how
some years earlier the English, French, Spanish and one
or two other foreign representatives decided to go
shooting gazelles amid the coastal hills. Mahomedan